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War 
—Clark JS. BreDahl 
T LOOKED down at my wristwatch. "Twenty-five minutes 
-^ past six. Should be back to Quang Trei within the 
hour." Already I was picturing myself languishing in a hot 
steamy tub of water. And after that there would be a hot 
meal and, thank God, a bed. 
Our eleven-man squad had been on patrol for the past 
four days and three nights, and during that time I'd man-
aged just six hours of sleep. Everybody was showing signs 
of the fatigue. It wasn't really battle fatigue, for there had 
been no battles. It was just the bone-aching weariness that 
comes from endless hours of hypersensitive alertness neces-
sary on this type of reconnaissance mission. 
It was weariness of fear. For four days and nights fear 
of what moved in the grass, what lay over the next terrace, 
or what was in that stand of rubber trees constantly gnawed 
at us. Now it was getting easier not to care any more. 
My only job was shooting pictures, not human beings. I 
was a combat cameraman, whose duty it was to document 
war. 
I was carrying on my back and in my hands more expen-
sive equipment than anyone else in the squad, but a camera-
man's gear doesn't include a weapon—and my nerves were 
perhaps more frayed than anyone's. 
Word passed down the single file line to tighten u p our 
column. All that was left of the sun was long shadows, and 
soon dusk and darkness would envelop our little group. 
T h e boy in front of me, Carson, turned and whispered, 
"Sarge seems pretty jumpy this evening—maybe he thinks 
this one's been too easy." 
I hadn' t finished nodding agreement when a single loud 
crack rang out and rolled down the valley. Right in front 
of me Carson screamed in agony as he crumpled to the 
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ground. Everyone else flattened to the earth just as quickly. 
Carson was wild writhing with pain. Our medic scram-
bled over me and was at the boy's side within seconds. But 
before he could administer the morphine needle, Carson 
was silent, staring glassy-eyed at the scraggly rubber trees 
above . . . dead from the shock of a wound in the knee—a 
wound that would never have killed him. 
There had been but one shot. No big frontal attack or 
human wave. Just one little man waiting, preying, sniping 
from a tree, a terrace, a cave, in front of us, above us, or at 
our backs. Snipers were the most hated form of the enemy, 
and the most respected among our own men. It took a spe-
cial breed to do it well. 
"Melloy," the Sargeant called. "Get the hell out of 
here. Harper, you spot for him. If you don't find him before 
dark, get back here fast." 
Melloy and I couldn't get up to obey the orders, we just 
crawled over the others in an effort to stay out of sight. We 
low crawled about fifty yards to the side and forward to an 
old rice terrace that had long ago grown over to underbrush. 
It provided as good a vantage point as was possible. Now 
the long hard task of spotting the sniper began. T h e two of 
us scanned every direction looking for form and movement. 
It would have been easier if somebody from the squad had 
provided a target to draw his fire, but it was too risky. 
I was so intent on picking some human form out of the 
multicolored foliage, that I was startled when the glint of a 
rifle barrel caught my eye. It was very seldom a sniper was 
so naive as to go afield with the shiny bluing still on his 
weapon. But after focusing my binoculars, I could see why 
this sniper had let himself be spotted. He was very young. 
Just a boy probably too young for the Charlie regulars. His 
youth also explained why Carson had been hit in the leg. 
To a sniper, a leg wound is a miss, pure and simple—even 
though in Carson's case the desired result had still been 
achieved. 
I nudged Melloy and pointed. 
He surveyed the general area where I had pointed, back 
and forth till finally he stopped and began focusing. I looked 
again. The frail little body was huddled in a tree, still keenly 
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intent on the squad behind us. His rifle was cradled in the 
crotch of the tree and his squinted eyes never left the sight of 
his weapon. 
Now it was Melloy's turn. 
He unzipped the tan leather case he had dragged with 
him, carefully removing a dull colored, but well oiled rifle. 
It was merely an old twelve-pound single shot bolt action 
Winchester hunting rifle with modifications—a 44-inch 
barrel, adjustable telescopic sights and high velocity 30-06 
cartridges. It wasn't an attack weapon. It served only one 
simple, deadly purpose. The Army called it a Long Tom. 
Melloy called it his squirrel gun. 
Melloy popped a single bullet in the chamber and closed 
the breach almost without a sound. He laid the barrel on 
the crest of the terrace, squirmed until he found a com-
fortable position, and then squinted into the telescopic 
sight. 
He lay there several minutes just looking in the sight and 
occasionally adjusting it. 
I looked in my own binoculars again. The lad had given 
up his bead on the squad, and was gnawing ravenously on a 
piece of bread. The Viet Cong had probably given him the 
bread as sum payment for his sniping. The lad kept a steady 
gaze on the squad, but it looked more like the curiosity of a 
little boy now than the careful scrutiny of a soldier. 
''How far away is he?" Melloy questioned. 
"Three hundred yards maybe." I said. 
'Til bet on three and a quarter," the grizzled marksman 
replied without raising his eyes from the sight. His voice was 
calm and steady, and his expressionless face betrayed no 
emotion. 
I looked again. It was'getting hard to see, but still Melloy 
seemed in no hurry. 
Then without lifting his concentration, Melloy released 
the safety. It jammed for an instant, then gave away with a 
loud click. 
The sound must have carried well in the still evening air, 
for the boy started, dropping the half eaten loaf of bread 
and making a frantic grab for his rifle. The tortured look 
of realization, fear and futility swept over his face. He knew 
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what he had heard, but he didn't know where or when it 
was coming. 
I realized suddenly that I was to be using my camera at 
times like this, and instinctively reached for it at my side. I 
hastily ripped one out of its case, focused, and tried to hold 
it steady in my shaking hands. 
Melloy's trigger finger was white. He squeezed with 
agonizingly slow, steady pressure for several seconds. 
The rifle jumped with the report and jolted Melloy's 
whole frame, but he never took his eyes from the sight. 
The echo died and there was silence. 
I looked through the telescopic lense on my camera. T h e 
limp body was hanging with both legs wedged between 
limbs of the tree, a single neat red stain in the chest the only 
sign of damage. 
"Two planned murders within an hour," I thought to 
myself." "One I witness, and one I'm an accomplice in—and 
all perfectly legal . . . " 
"I was right," Melloy said still staring coldly through the 
sight. 
"What?" 
"Three and a quarter hit it right on the nose." 
T e n smooth cuticles 
rounded fingertips 
ohmygod a hang-up nail 
—Janet Brown 
English, Sr. 
